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To soothe the ^ engeance of thy soul inspire,
And ease thy bosom of its restless fire :
Let Tt ars no more, all nature hushed to rest,
Nor scenes of ruin, roll within thy breast :
No schemes of death, delightful to thy eyes,
Swell in thy thoughts, and charm thee as they rise*
Already famed, the chace of fame give o'er :
Nor, dark with laurels, shade thy brows with more.

No more dire camps a glittering horror yield,
Nor swarming millions hide the crowded field ;
No shouts or tumults shake the sounding plain,
Where downy peace, and solemn silence, reign.
With furrows now the peasant all arflund
Cuts the wide camp^, and turns the warlike mound j
No rampires dreadful to the foe descries,
Rising aloft, and threatening as they rise.
O'er fields of death, the waste of war pursues,
Sighs the sad scene, and trembles as he views :
While richer blades along the bulwarks wave,
And greens arise to strew the warrior's grave.
Luxuriant ears the fertile glebe supplies,
The harvest bending, where the hero dies.
See ! distant worlds, invited from afar
To trace the ruins of the finished war ;
While gaping walls and shattered towers admire,
Overturned in tempests of tumultuous fire.
Long tracks of death astonished they explore ;
Now view the warrior's toil, and now deplore :
While streams of blood each current still distain,
And Ormond's wounds ennoble all the plain.

Where yon steep rampires rise with slaughter red,
Still moist with gore, and crimsoned with the dead,
The chief l his standard fixed, whose temples round
Defended Buda with her laurels bound.
Through thickest troops he breaks his glorious way,
And floods of fire in vain command his stay.
The bursting shells aloft, and sweeping ball,
Around the hero unregarded fall,
While through dark flames he rushes to the fight,
And vapours, streaked with lengths of ruddy light.
See threatening once, and dreadful to behold,
A ghastly breach the yawning towers unfold ;
Amazing still the broken ruins show,
Enormous hang, and shade the plain below.

Now treacherous caves beneath the earth are found,
Where beds of sulphur swell the caverned ground
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